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MADRID, October 25, 1853.

BULLS have no more heart and men are
not worth much more. I think of begin-
ning my archseologic voyage as soon as the
weather Is settled. It is probable that if
you send your orders I shall receive them
in time to fill them. Unfortunately, I do
not know what to buy in this country. I
bought, at all events, handkerchiefs the de-
sign of which is very ugly; but it seemed to
me that you liked one of those handkerchiefs
which came to me I know not from where.
Do you want garters and buttons ? At
Madrid nobody reads. I have asked myself
how the women pass the time and found no
plausible answer. They are all thinking of
becoming empresses. A lady of Granada
was at the playhouse when some one an-
nounced in her box that the Countess Teba
was to marry the French Emperor. She rose
impetuously, exclaiming, " In this country
there is no future/'

Among my diversions I have forgotten ton has reached
